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Timr—T wilight. 
Scene—The Editor's draw- 
ing-room. 


EpiTor, CLARA, 
CuarLottTe, WrtiraM, 
Sopuia, EDWARD, 
CAROLINE. Marta. 


Marcus in waiting. 
Editor. Good evening; 
my young friends. ‘Thank 
you for your punctuality. 
Charlotte, my love, assist the 
girls to seats. (ll sit, and 
tell how their papas and mamas 
are. After along pause, three 

muster courage to speak.) 


Charlotte, It has been 
_ William, uite warm to- 
Caroline. ) day. 

a Yes, quite 
Ede ard. warm to-day. 


. 





Ed. (laughing.) The first 
quarter of an hour boys and 
girls meet, they remind me 
ofa glassof soda before the 
effervescing particles are 
thrown in; mute and quiet 
as little mice, but let them 


have a cup of tea, and a lit- 


tle of theirown way, and they 
begin to cparkic and foam. 

Marcus, bring tea. (Ezit 
Marcus.) 

Ed. Master William, have 
you visited the Rail-Road 
yet? 

William. Yes, ma’am; I 
have had the pleasure of see- 
ing Jericho, that splendid ci- 
ty with only one building, 
and that one not inhabited. 

Caroline. Yes, William 
came home and said, it put 
him in mind of a forlorn city 
he had readof, where there is 
but one monument left to 
tell its glory. 

Edward. How can you 
stop to laugh at Jericho, 
when you went to Wood- 
stock, that romantic and 





Caroline. No, 1 passed it 
on my way to Summerville, 
and have hardly recovered 
the breath that was shaken 
out of me, I felt as one 
does when knocked on the 
back for swallowing the 
wrong way. I confess,..to 
adimire a thing [I must see it, 
and we went so fast. that 
every thing looked of one 
hue, like the colours of the 
ptism in rapid motion. Be- 
sides, I was obliged to talk 
so loud, that when I reached 
home, I forgot that it was no 
longer necessary, and, Mrs. 
Editor, I ran up to mother 
and screamed thus—How 
d’y’e mother? (Editor starts.) 
Beg your pardon, ma’am. 

(Enter Marcus with tea.) 

Charlotte. 1 was perfectly 
delighted with my excursion. 
I felt as if I were riding on 
horseback, the air was so 
fresh and exhilarating, and I 
never tasted a sweeter 
draught of water than at 
Jericho. Every time we stop. 
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d for wood or water, I as- 
Ked a little negro boy to 
gather me some flowers from 
the bank, and before we 
reached Woodstock, I had 


collected enough to make a 


wreath to decorate cousin 
Ellen’s hair, ‘ 

William. Miss Charlotte, 
allow me to help you to a 
wafer, How nice your wa- 
fers always are, Mrs. Editor ! 
Will you give me a recipe to 
carry toMama ? 

Ed. With pleasure. Ma- 
ria, do you think you. could 


quake wafers ? 


~ Maria, Certainly, ma’am. 
Take a pound of flour, half a 
pound of sugar, half a pound 
of butter, two eggs, one-—(In 
the energy of mixing the ina- 
nary materials, Mariaknocks 
iltle Clara’s cup of tea in her 
lap») oh! I beg your pardon. 
re’s a Doyly, dear. Quick, 
Marcus! Her best frock 
too— 
(Editor retires with Clara.) 
Caroline. Charlotte, do tell 


us if you know. what we, are 


to have in the next Rose Bud.. 


Charlotte. Oh, the ;usual 

variety, I believe. 7 

Caroline. Variety ! I hope 
not, | want nothing but live- 
ly poetry, and entertaining 
stories, 

John. Pray do not let your 
mama leaye out “foreign 
news.” | wish she would 
have more of it. I -like to 
know what is going on in 
the world, 

Sophia. And, dear Char- 
lotte, ask her,tolet the column 
for the youngest readers re- 
main. Why, my little broth- 
ey’ Alexander races to the 
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door on Saturday morning for 
the Rose Bup, and when he 
has read his piece, as he calls 
it, hands # to us that we 
aay read 6urs. , » 

Caroline. Well, J tytetst con- 
fees L almost fell asheep over 
St. Michael's Spire. Do tell 
me what any body can make 
of that hard word, “ Palladi- 
um”? 

William. 1 presume, Miss 
Caroline, that young people 
have dictionaries. If you 
had opened yours, or studied 
the classics, (looking impor- 
tant) you might have disco- 
veredthat the Palladium was 
a statue of the goddess Pallas 
or Minerva, on which it was 
thoughtthe safety of Troy de- 
pended. Besides, I think we 
who ate old enough to relish 
a paper in the Spectator, or 


_a Historical work, ought to 


have something above the 
juvenile style, for our patron- 
age. : 

Caroline. And I suppose, 
too, our Editor is a little am- 
bitious, and wishes to be read 
now and then by classical 
young gentlemen.—- (imitating 

m. 

Ba (Having returned some 
time since unperceived.) My 
dear children, (.4il ae 
panic struck.) 1 have heard 
your criticisms, but do not 
be frightened. You must 
all. assemble again at my 
next monthly tea-party, and 
tell me your opinions: frank- 
ly, (Exeunt.) 





Conunprum no. 3.-What 
did Dr. Spurzheim teach in 
hislate Lecture,delivered gra- 


tis, to the citizens of Boston ? | 
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For my Young est 
Readers, 


Eliza was sick. Her 
~head ach-ed. Her ma- 
ma gave her phys-ic. 
She did not say, wait, 








|-ma-ma; Ido not wish to 


take it, or, ma-ma, if you 
will give me four-pence 
I will take it. But she 
drank it off quick-ly, be- 
cause she knew that she 
ought to do 86. Iheard 
once of a lit-tle boy, 
who would not take his 
phys-ic un-less his pa- 
pa gave him adol-lar. 
I donot love to think of 
that lit-tle boy. Once 
a lit-tle boy would not 
take his phys-ic, and a 
lady cal-led to see his 
ma-ma, and she was 
stand-ing o-ver him with 
a switch. 

Au-gus-tus is a droll 
child. His moth-er told 
him one day, that he 
must take some oil to 
make him well. Well, 
mother, said ‘he, I will 
take it, if you will let me 
make a shock-ing : face 
at. you. His. moth-er 





said, ** Au-gus-tus, you 
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may make as ug-ly a 
face at me as you 
ehoose.” So Au-gus-tus 
took down the oil like a 
brave fellow, and when 
he had suck-ed a piece 
ef orange, he look-ed at 
his mother, and made 
the fun-ni-est face he 
eould; and she kiss-ed 
him twice over. 


_— 





Communication. 








Letter from a school girl of 
eleven to her friend. 

MY DEAR ELLEN.—I have 
been a an account of 
ancient modes of writing, in 
the Juvenile Miscellany, and 
will tell you my thoughts 
about the subject. 

If we had lived in the time 
of Moses, we could not have 
written letters to each other 
as we now do. We should 
have had to write on tables 
of stone, and not on a sheet 
of paper. 

How awkward it would be 
ifyou were absent from your 
friends, to send them plas- 
tered stones, lead, or gold. 
We read that “* Holiness to 
the Lord” was written ona 
golden plate, and worn on 
the High Priest’s head. 

How could you send them 
Palm. leaves? they would 
all wither away. © How 
could you send them parch- 
ment? you could not fold it 
up, and the roll would be 
clumsy. How could you 
send them silver, brass, iron, | 





OR WOUTMS GAZETTE. 
eee 


copper, ivory, or bone ? We 
have the quills of the goose, 
and delicate steel, they had 
hard iron pens, 

My dear Ellen, I hope 
you will never be in want of 
materials, to write to 

Your affectionate 
Maria. 
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October has arrived—the 
jubilee of the South. Let 
other climates praire the 
charms of Spring, but this is 
the coming season for bright 
cheeks and brighteyes. No- 
thing is prettier than the 
short, quick step of a school 
boy or girlon a cold morning. 
We love to see them as they 
go to their different schools, 
like young planets, crossing 
and shooting off, yet making 
a;kind of harmony to the 
mind. 








‘FOREIGN. 

The latest Paris accounts 
are rather discouraging to the 
cause of Don Pedro, but Fer- 
dinand of Spain has not yet 
interfered to assist Don Mig- 
uel. 





Leopold, 
A German Prince, who 


was chosen King of Bel- 
gium, or the Netherlands 
last year, has married a 
daughter of King Lewis Phil- 









































ippe.. He was united in 1816 
tothe young and loygly Prin- 
cess Charlotte of England, 
who died at the age of twen- 
ty one years. Look for the 
Netherlands on your Map- 
The language spoken there 
is generally French, 





Young .WVapotecon, 

A Paris paper contains 
some intereslng anecdotes of 
this young man, who died 
tately at Vienna. He said a 
few days since, “So young, 
is there no remedy? My 
birthand my death will be the 
only point of remembrance.” 
Sometime since his mother 
sent him the superb cradle, 


that was given him at his 


birth by the city of Paris, 
He placed it in the imperial 
treasury, and ‘ exclaimed 
mournfully, “My tomb will 
be near my cradle.” When 
an infunt, his Father presen- 
ted him to the troops, at a 
grand review, with thie 
French crown on_ his little 
head. He is said to have 
been kind hearted, clever, 
and handsome. 





CONUNDRUM No. 2. 
Why can a place celebra- 
ted in the Revolutionary war, 
never belong to the Tem- 
perance Society 1 
Because it is Brandy- 


| wine. 
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TH E FOR’ TIETH W EDDING DAY. 
_ Written for a friend. 
Again thou’rt come, and I am here, 
With faded eye, and loeks of grey ; 
How chang’d the scenes of life appear, 
On this, my fortieth Wedding Day. 





Was this the morn whose carly hours, 
Woke fluttering with a troubled joy ‘ 
When ail my footsteps were on flowers, 
And hope alone my heart’s employ ? 


And where are thoy, the young and fair, 

Who grac’d that day with opening bloom ? 
I ask, and “ echo answers “ where,” 

Dear ininates of tho silent tomb. 


I sce them now, the welcome throng, 
That press’d around my bridal home ;—~ 
The tale, tho laugh, the merry song, 
Like shadows o’er my scnses come. 


I sec them round my toilette press, 

And fold the plait, and smooth the hair, 
And give the soothing, fond caress, 

And kiss the brow they said was fair. 


I hear thc solemn promise ,iven, 
I feel the small ring’s cirele, now, 
The closing prayer ascends to Heaven, 
And angel pens record the vow. 


*Tis gone—tis gone—the fading dream ! 
My hair is blanch’d, iny eyes are din ; 
T’m floating on life’s closing stream, 
But, (praised be God) it leads to him: 


I will not damp your bliss, ye young; 

Come forth, and spread your buoyant wing 
Let gladness carol from your tongue, 

And dimpled smiles around me spring. 


I love to hear the heart felt laugh, 
Tlove to join the jest subdu’d.— 

The cup of guileless pleasure quaff, 
*T will add a zest to doing good. 


But ere the golden bowl be broke, 
Or music’s tones no longer rise, 
Be ready for the certain stroke, 
Which calls the Christian to the skies, 
C. &; 
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AN ECDOTE. 
Love of Country. 

A Carolinian, some years sineg, 
went to Edinburgh with a negre 
fellow as his attendant. On visit- 
ing Arthur’s Seat, struck with the 
magnificence of the scene, he said 
to his servant, “ Did you ever see 
any thing equal to this, Toney 7 
Toney shook his head with a dis 
satisfied air, and exclaimed, “ Ki, 
massa ! Him no half so grand lik 
Couter Bridge.” 





Enicma.—From a French Subscriber. 


Je suis enfant de l’art, enfant de la nature; 
Sans prolonger les jours, j’empeche de moung 
Plus j’‘approche du vrai, plus je suis imposture, 


Et je devicns trop jeanne a force de vieillir., 
> 





Saturday Reflections. 


Young man, open thy heart te 
thy Mother. She is thy best friend: 
Has she not labored for thy hap- 
73, a from the hour when thy fee- 
le cheek was first pressed to hers ? 
Has she not watched thee with 
such wakefulness as only a mothe 
er knows? Fide not thy heart front 
her. She would give more te 
know the secrets of that little cell, 
than to possess the golden mines of 
Potosi. Suspect thyself when thou 
wouldst conceal from her. She will 
advise thee in perplexity, and com. 
fort thee in sorrow. 


Cen er eae) 
IDWIELBID 9g on the 30th ult. Henry Joseryg 
infant son of Henry S. and Caroline J. Tew: 
On that best day of all the seven, 
Which saw the Saviour rise, . 
I heard the voice you could not hear, 
Which call’d me to the skies. 
/ FLW. P. Greenwood. 
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UVENILE SKETCH BOOK, Cos- 


taining Original and Select stories. 
For sale by 
E, THAYER. 
79 Broad-gf. 
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